Gustave Flaubert Letters

It is all the same to me; but if you add: That does not con-
cern me, you are wrong. The deluge comes and death captures
us. In vain you are prudent and withdraw, your refuge will
be invaded in its turn, and in perishing with human civilization,
you will be no greater a philosopher for not having loved, than
those who threw themselves into the flood to save some debris
of humanity. The debris is not worth the effort, very good !
They will perish none the less, that is possible. We shall perish
with them, that is certain, but we shall die while in the fulness
of life. I prefer that to a hibernation in the ice, to an antici-
pated death. And anyway, I could not do otherwise. Love
docs not reason. If I asked why you have the passion for
study, you would not explain it to me any better than those
who have a passion for idleness can explain their indolence.

Then you think me upset, since you preach detachment to
me? You tell me that you have read in the papers some ex-
tracts from my articles which indicate a change of ideas, and
these papers which quote me with good will, endeavor to believe
that I am illuminated with a new light, while others which do
not quote me believe that perhaps I am deserting the cause of
the future. Let the politicians think and say what they want
to. Let us leave them to their critical appreciations. I do
not have to protest, I do not have to answer, the public has
other interests to discuss than those of my personality. I
wield a pen, I have an honorable position of free discussion in
a great paper; if I have been wrongly interpreted, it is for
me to explain myself better when the occasion presents itself.
I am reluctant to seize this opportunity of talking of myself
as an isolated individual; but if you judge me converted to
false notions, I must say to you and to others who are inter-
ested in me: read me as a whole, and do not judge me by
detached fragments ; a spirit which is independent of party
exactions, sees necessarily the pros and cons, and the sincere
writer tells both without busying himself about the blame or
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